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showed us part of the crib in which Christ was swaddled
at Bethlehem; there is also the statue of Pius V.; and
going out at the further end, is the resurrection of Laz-
arus, by a very tare hand. In the portico, is this late
inscription: ^Cardinal Antonio Barberino Archypresbytero,
aream marmoream quvm Christianorum pietas exsculpsit,
labor ante sub Tyrannis ecclesid, ut esset loci sanctitate vener-
abilior, Francis Gualdus Arm. Eques S. Stephani % suis
adibus hue transtulit et ornavit, 1632* Just before this
portico, stands a very sublime and stately Corinthian
column, of white marble, translated hither for an orna-
ment from the old Temple of Peace, built by Vespasian,
having on the plinth of the capital the image of our
Lady, gilt on metal; at the pedestal runs a fountain.
Going down the hill, we saw the obelisk taken from the
Mausoleum of Augustus, and erected in this place by
Domenico Fontana, with this epigraph: ^Sextus V. Pont.
Max. Obeliscum ex Egypto advectum, Augusti in Mausoleo
dicatum, eversum deinde et in plures confractum paries, in
via ad S. Rochum jacentem, in pristinam faciem restitutum
Salutiferce Crucif elicits hieerigijussit, annoMDLXXXVIIIy
Pont. ///*; and so we came weary to our lodgings.

At the foot of this hill, is the church of St. Prudentia,
in which is a well, filled with the blood and bones of
several martyrs, but grated over with iron, and visited
by many devotees. Near this stands the church of her
sister, S. Praxedeis, much frequented for the same reason.
In a little obscure place, canceled in with iron work, is
the pillar, or stump, at which they relate our Blessed
Savior was scourged, being full of bloody spots, at which
the devout sex are always rubbing their chaplets, and convey
their kisses by a stick having a tassel on it. Here, besides a
noble statue of St. Peter, is the tomb of the famous Cardinal
Cajetan, an excellent piece; and here they hold that St.
Peter said his first mass at Rome, with the same altar
and the stone he kneeled on, he having been first lodged
in this house, as they compute about the forty-fourth
year of the Incarnation. They also show many relics, or
rather rags, of his mantle. St. Laurence in Panisperna
did next invite us, where that martyr was cruelly broiled
on the gridiron, there yet remaining. St. Bridget is
buried in this church under a stately monument. In the
front of the pile is the suffering of St. Laurence paintede,
